3jS         THE CALL OF THE WORLD

paddy fields and barren hills anci treeless wastes that
had pursued me to Seoul from Fusan*followed me
'mercilessly for the ten hours I was in the train that
day. I remembered having been warned By a certain
military officer on board the Arabia, who was in
Peking during the Boxer trouble, that I would find
Northern China bitterly cold if I toured in it in
November. It was then very nearly the end of
November and though as I proceeded north it was
getting colder and colder, a little more perhaps than
I should have liked, still the cold did not in any
marked degree make me uncomfortable and was
certainly not anything like what I was led to expect.
There being a station-hotel at Shingishu I went
straight into it the moment I got off from the
express late that evening, and as I sat comfortably
reading in the heated lounge I took quite a wicked
delight in contemplating that my military weather
prophet had after all proved false. Next morning I
was advised to take the Manchurian Express from
Antung which is on the other side of the River Yalu
as Shingishu is on this. The distance is barely a mile
and the road, besides passing along the scene of one
of the bloodiest battles in the late Russo-Japanese
War, goes over the Great Yalu River Bridge which
stands a monument to the Japanese engineering
skill and is consequently such a matter of pride to
the Japanese. Little guessing in the well-heated
rooms of my hotel the condition of things outside, I
went out in my ordinary warm clothes and gloves
with a light overcoat on. The moment I stepped
into the waiting rickshaw, such a blast of icy-cold,